






For Lords,to morrow is a bufic dayT Exeunt 

Enter Richmond mthtbe Lords ^c. 

%icb. The wearic funne hath made a "olden fcate, 

A nd by the bright tracke of his ficric Carre, 

Giucs ugnall of a goodlie day to morrow. 

Where is fit William Brandon,he (hall bcaremy ftanderd 
The Earle or Pembrooke keep his regiment, 

Good captains Blunt.beareray good night to him, 

And by the lecond home in the morning, 

DefnetheEarletofcemeinmytent. ° 

Yet one thing more, good Blunt before thou goefh 
Where is Lord Sranlie quarrerd,doeft thou know# 

Blunt. Vnlcfle I haue milfane his colours much. 
Which well I am afllu’d,! haue not, done, 

His regiment, lies halfc a mile at leaft, 

South from the mightie power of i helling, 

‘Rscb. If without peril! it be pofljble. 

Good captainc Blunt bcare my good night to him. 

And giue him from me, this moftneediullfcrowle. 

Blunt, V pon my life my Lcrd,i!e vndertake it, 

Rick Farewell good Blunt. 

Giue me fbme inke,and paper, in my tent, 

Ifc draw th e forme,and modle of our battell. 

Limit each leadier to his feuerall charge. 

And part in iuft proportion our fmallff rength, 

Come, let ys confult vpon to morrowes bufinefle. 

In to our ten^ the aire is rawe and cold: 

Enter king Richard^orff.Ratchffe 
Catesbie.&c. 


Kin. Whatisaclocke, 

Cat. Ir is fixe of clocke,full (upper time. 

Kin. I will not (up to night,giue me fome inke and paper* 
What, is my beucreaficr then « was# 

And all my armour laid into my tent# 

Cat. It is my Liege ; and all things arc ir} readineffe. 

King. Good Norftolkcjhic thee to thychargc, 
y^(c carefull wateh/rhufe traffic ccntinell. 

Nerff. I go my Lord, 

King. Stw 
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of Richard the third. 

King. S tur with the Larke to morrow gentle NorSolke, 

Norff. I warrant you my Lord. 

King. Catesbie. ■ 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. SendouraPurfeuantatarmes 
To Stanleys regiment, bid him bring his power 
Before fun rifi ng, leaft his fonne George fall 
Into the blind e caue of eternall night. 

Fill me a bowle of wine, giue me a watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Looke that my ftaues be found and not too heauy Ratliffe. 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. Sawed thou the melancholie L: No: thumbcrland? 

Rat. Thomas the Earle of Surrey and himfelfc, 

Mach about cockfhuc tnnc/rom troupe to troupe 
Went through the armie chearing vpthefoldiers. 

King. So lam.fatisfiedjgiuemeabowleofwine, 

I haue not that alacrity of fpii it 

Nor cheare ofmind that I was wont to haue; 

Set it downe. Is inke and paper readied 

Rat. It is my Lord. 

Kmg. Bid mv guard watch>lcaue roe. 

Ratliffe about the mid of night come to my tent 
And helpc to armc me : leaue me I fay. Exit. Ratliffe. - 

Enter ‘Darby to Richmond in bis tent. 

Dor. Fortune and viftovie fit on thy helme. 

Rich. All comfort that the darke night can affoord. 

Be to thy perfon noble father in law. 

Tell me how fares our louing mother# 

Dar. I by attuiney blefle thee from thy mother* J 
Who praies continually for Richmonds good. 

So much for that the fi lent houres ftcaleon, 

Andflakie darkenefte breakes within thceaft, 

In briefc,for fo the feafon bids vs be: 

Prepare thy battell early in the morning. 

And put thy fortune to the atbitrement, 

Ofbloudie ftrokes and mortal 1 flaring war* 

I as I may, that which I would I cannot, 

L 3 Wkfcdi 
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